CJESAR   IS   DEAD

O THE glory of a storm of fire. Fire that purifies, ravaging
away all rust and dampness of decay, all the blights and
insects, the flies of evil, the witches and their plagues. Fire
that strengthens and feeds, softening from the cruel beaks into
the gentle drift of fostering sunlight. Warmth of the breast,
warmth of the mating-bed. Fire into which victims had
to be flung at the sacred moments, the fire-festivals of spring
and midsummer and autumn, or when special attacks of pest
and malignity called for a need-fire.

Dance, all you worshippers of Caesar. You and your
fathers have known the sacred fire in the fields, into which the
victims were consigned, and across the embers of which you
yourselves leaped, to be cleaned and strengthened in womb
or testicles, to leave behind your fleas and your sins. You
burned the witch, the wicked sower, the green wolf, the old
man of the straw, the goat-redeemer, the serpents of dark
earth that, burning, become the forked serpents of stinging
flame. You watched in awe the great pyres of Sandan or
the monstrous wickerwork-idols in which the prisoners burned
in Gaul. You burned the reaper of the last swathe or the
man who drew the blackened piece of oat-cake; or you
roasted a cat alive, an offering, an organic representation of
the clawing cat of fire, the fever-beast, the colic-cat that tears
the belly.

O great and glorious are the memories.
Dance about the giant of flame.    For now Caesar is the
flame itself, not merely a god burning.   He is all that burns
and fructifies.   He has passed into elemental power.

THEY danced and clung to one another, breaking into the
taverns for wine, hugging one another under the porticoes
where the shadows of the pillars danced and gibbered in
flickering silence, as if parodying the huddled human gestures.
Luridly the flames lighted the square. Caesar's body was
consumed, but still the worshippers sought for wood to keep
the blaze going. The sweat ran streaming down their bodies.
So many pulled off the last of their clothes and threw them
after the wood. The world was being reborn. It had already
died the death of water. Now it must die the death of fire,
and been saved out of the womb of water, the